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Sisters. 
By Lee McGowan 
 
I’d been in meetings since 7:30am. Walking in the front door at 8:30pm, I was hungry, tired, 
foot sore and feeling unloved. From the bottom of the stairs, I asked my girls (aged 8 and 
12), quite reasonably I thought, “Who’s going to make their old dad a cup of tea?”  
In unison, as if rehearsed, from the top of the stairs, the girls replied, “What’s wrong 
with your legs?”  
Now, as I write it down, I can see it looks bad, but you have to know, where I grew 
up in Scotland, men worked and women, well, they made tea. In a household heavily 
influenced by catholicised patriarchy, my mother didn’t earn her own wages until after my 
old man left her. This means very little to my Australian daughters.  
As well as pride and the usual warmth, there’s a righteous note of victory in my 
wife’s laughter. The bit of me that saw myself (like my late Grandad) in an armchair being 
served hot drinks withered and died. I grieved its passing, but the bit that dreams of raising 
strong women held its arms aloft and rejoiced.  
Recently, my eldest and I watched an episode of a TV series attached to the Marvel 
Cinematic Universe. Joss Whedon’s protagonist, Skye, a kick-ass female with smarts and 
street fighting skills, gave the baddie some of her trademark sass. His henchman chuckled, 
and said, “Sheesh. This chick’s got balls.” 
Skye said, “Yeuch.” 
I laughed. My eldest asked, “What happened there?” 
Show paused, I said, “You know what balls are?” A delicate wrinkle flitted across her 
forehead. “Balls are testicles,” I said, feeling the acute shade change in my face. 
“What’s that got to do with Skye?”  
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“It's a common phrase,” I said. “If a man is courageous, he’s seen to have big balls.” 
Even as I was saying it, the letters W, T and F floated across my brain. “The henchman 
thinks that for her to be brave she’d have to have testicles.” 
 “But that’s ridiculous!” My eldest said. Her affront came very close to disgust.  
The show’s portrayal of gender roles is rare. The attitude is rarer still in sport. 
About half way through last season’s opening W-League match, the same daughter, 
who loves watching and playing, turned to me and, chewing the words like the hot chips in 
her hand, asked, “Why are women players not as good as men?” 
Thinking about the world she inhabits and the one I did, I said, “Women have to 
work for a living and then train in their spare time. The men’s job is playing. If these women 
were paid as much as men, they wouldn’t need to work and they’d be just as good.” 
Honestly, I was really pleased with myself until she said, 
“They don’t get paid as much?”  
I choked and coughed. This time the embarrassment, a sharply different colour, is 
for my gender. After the game, the players, having run their guts out and worked all week 
and been paid shit money for both, spend hours with fans, signing autographs and getting 
pictures taken. 
What am I supposed to tell her? There’s not as much money in women’s sport? The 
players haven’t followed Sepp Blatter’s advice and worn tighter strips? The minister for 
women is a man?  
I like Jane Austen novels (with their women marching through wild countryside on 
their own), I’ve watched Emma Watson’s UN speech (brilliant, by the way) and I know who 
Emmeline Pankhurst is (5 kids and an activist’s career, Sheesh!), but I don’t think I’m a 
feminist. I know my ineptitude and lack of awareness will feature too heavily in my Dadness 
(see: ‘social clumsiness’, amd ‘thoughtless actions resulting in tears’), but these girls are 
preparing me for something better. Even if the intellectual hurdles of Simone De Beauvoir 
and Bell Hooks are a ways off yet, I feel like I’m finally watching in Technicolour. Dads 
should annoy the shite out of their kids, regardless of gender, so I’ll keep asking for tea, but 
only as long as they keep telling me to make it myself. 	  	  
